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Summary:
There's a reason why he started dating Julia, even though Andrew would never say it out loud. In the darkness of his mind, it was easy for him to blend her image with the only girl he lust for.

Notes:
I'm completely obsessed with these two and I couldn't take this idea out of my mind.... so I just wrote this in like 3 days or so? Anyways, enjoy Andrew being a freak and thinking about his precious Leyley as he eats his gf out <3

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
There’s an itch on Andrew's lips begging him to light a cigarette, burn his throat as he inhales the nicotine, and fill his lungs with smoke. Instead of doing so, he clenches his fists by his side.

“Hey, Andrew! Are you paying attention to what I’m saying?” 

Andrew looks back at the girl talking to him with the gentlest smile he can bring himself to have, which is not much but, hey, at least he’s trying. It’s past five now and he can see the room is getting darker, with only the outside light to illuminate it, casting shadows on the walls as paintings. Somehow, the more he looks around the room, the more Andrew misses his own bedroom even if it’s not only his.

“Of course I’m listening,” He lies through his teeth, trying to sound sweeter than he actually is as his girlfriend stares at him disappointed. 

Honestly, it’s not an unfamiliar expression, these past few days Julia has been watching him with a sad smile all the time and it’s stressing him out to be like this. He didn’t start this relationship to feel judged and analyzed, whatever it was bothering her it was starting to piss Andrew off. When he started going out with Julia it was mostly for the easy chance of being normal. Dating someone without thinking too much about what that meant, was an effortless way to get laid and pretend for a few hours that Andrew wasn’t fucked up.

But now, as he watches Julia biting her lower lip uncomfortably, the only thing Andrew feels is regret. Not really for her, but for the time he’s wasting on this.

“You’re still thinking about Ashley’s words right?” 

The mention of his sister makes Andrew bite back a snark comment, he doesn’t want to pick up a fight, especially not when these fights are becoming more and more like a daily thing now. He can see in Julia’s eyes that even mentioning Ashley is making her gather all her self-control, which would be quite cute if not useless. It’s stupid to ask if Andrew is still thinking about his sister, the logical answer would always be the one Julia wouldn’t like, yet she doesn’t understand it like he does. She does not know how Ashley’s words are more than just that, so it’s impossible for Andrew not to think about it.

It’s been a few hours since he went out to visit Julia and Ashley threw herself at him, begging for him to stay and help her with some stupid activity Andrew couldn’t even remember exactly, but she was talking about it as if her life depended on it. Her soft hands felt like claws holding his arms, and the touch burned with all the wrong reasons for him to stay, even though Andrew knew that Ashley was only doing so to avoid letting him spend time with his girlfriend. A twisted reason that made him both excited and disgusted by the satisfaction that took control of his chest, Ashley’s possessiveness was somehow endearing.

As soon as the thought crosses his mind Andrew wants to jump out of Julia’s window.

“I’m just worried she might be in trouble,” He finally answers, they are both sitting side by side on the bed, so Andrew takes the proximity as an opportunity to hide a stand of Julia’s hair behind her ear. “She doesn’t have that many friends, you know?”

He can see the way Julia is trying her best to control her will to scoff ㅡ Andrew appreciates her trying, he can almost pretend he didn’t see it.

“I just think you’re too far away today,” Julia tells him, leaning to Andrew’s touch as he caresses her face. “Somehow it feels as if you’re even looking at me,”

“That’s bullshit, I’m always looking at your cute face,” Andrew replies, knowing this is the perfect answer since it makes Julia giggle. “Your hair is hiding it, by the way, do you want me to tie it?”

The girl looks at him sweetly, pulling the hair tie she keeps on her wrist. “I can do it,” 

She ties her hair quickly in a ponytail, a few dark strands of her hair falling out of place messily. When she looks back at him, Julia gives him a shy smile but Andrew cannot see her anymore, he’s looking at the ghost he enjoys pretending she is sometimes.

It started unconsciously ㅡ or that’s how Andrew likes to portray it.

When he met Julia she was a shy-looking girl, and even though her fashion style didn’t quite match her sweet personality, Andrew didn’t take too long to understand she was far more innocent than she would appear at first glance. A complete twist of what he was used to, a fresh air when compared to the girl he needs to deal with the most. Yet, if Andrew would be honest with his feelings, what drew him to Julia in the first place was the way she mirrored Ashley in almost everything, except her attitude. 

She was always wearing black clothes of the same brand as his sister, even the same accessories Ashley liked to pester him about. To him, Julia started to look like a more normal Ashley, perhaps a boring one. But, at least, this one was almost pure and enough to give him peace of mind, and, better than that, Julia was someone Andrew could touch without thinking too much about it.

And if Andrew thinks every now and then about how would feel to touch his precious disturbed little sister the same he does to his girlfriend, that’s between him and the dark parts of his mind. 

“Earth calling to Andrew!” Julia exclaims as she shakes one of her hands in front of his face. When he blinks and looks back at her, she sighs. “I shouldn’t have to beg for your attention,”

“Sorry, you’re not,” The lie is so easily said that Andrew almost believes in it, but he’s too distracted today and it only gets worse by how similar Julia is to Ashley. While her hair is in a ponytail, she could easily pass by as her sister, even though some of her features are not right ㅡ the freckles that made Julia look too cute , and the sweet smile instead of the devilish grin. She was soft as jelly while Ashley was sharp as a knife. “Can you forgive me?”

Humming, the girl crosses her arms for a moment to pretend to think. Her blouse slowly rolls up exposing a hint of her tummy, inviting Andrew to look at the exposed soft skin with dark want, he can see the shape of her navel as an invitation for him to lick its way below. 

It seems his gaze wasn’t as subtle as he wished, because in the next moment, he can see Julia smirking at him and that’s when Andrew knows his self-control can only last for so long. Especially when the girl looks so much like the one he wished was sharing this bed with him now.

“I know something that can keep your mind out of your sister’s troubles,” She says, slowly approaching him on the bed, her body so close that Andrew could smell her shampoo. “Something she can’t do,”

Before he can say anything else, or even inquire about the meaning behind her words, Julia kisses him and Andrew chooses to swallow his own words, tangling one of his hands in his girlfriend's hair, pulling her closer to deepen the kiss. It’s always an internal battle to kiss Julia, not because he doesn’t want it ㅡ or, at least, he thinks he does… He was supposed to, after all, ㅡ but because Andrew needs to be too gentle with her. Every time he licked her swollen lips, he wanted nothing more than to crave his teeth to the flesh and draw blood, savor the metallic taste of it as the kiss got messier.

Deep inside, Andrew wants nothing more than the sharp edges and bites, the mere idea of intimacy being something so soft was boring to him. Of course, he enjoyed sex; however, he couldn’t be totally honest with himself and his desires, or else Andrew would push good girls like Julia away. Truth be told, there’s only one girl who wouldn’t mind his darkest secrets and lustful thoughts, and she’s the only one Andrew can’t have.

So he pushes the thought away, trying to hide it somewhere in the corner of his mind even though it won’t leave him alone. It never did. 

Breaking up the kiss by pulling Julia’s ponytail, Andrew starts to kiss her neck, trying his best to avoid biting her too hard as he slowly lets his teeth graze through her soft skin. Like that, he cannot see her face, only hold her body against his and close his eyes to pretend she’s someone else. What would Ashley look like in this position? Not this well-behaved, Andrew is sure of that. His pretty little sister would be stubborn and deny her pleasure to provoke him, jumping into his lap to grind against his growing erection just to piss him off.

 

‘Something you want, Andy?’ ㅡ Ashley would say with a cocky smile, her big breasts pressing against his chest begging Andrew to touch them. She would be an irresistible temptation, inviting him to dirty his hands in the only pleasure he denied himself.

 

“A-Andrew,” Julia gasps, a moan leaving her lips right after as Andrew sucks a purple mark on her neck. He knows it’s more than what she likes, but his mind is drifting too much for him to properly care about that. Fuck, he’s insane, isn’t he?

The fact is that Andrew didn’t ask for it.

Ashley was always important to him, she was placed before everyone else in his life and that’s not only because of his big brother's obligations as his mother sometimes would say, but because she looked at Andrew as if she was seeing the man who put the stars in the sky. He was just someone existing without a purpose but for his little sister ㅡ for Leyley ㅡ, Andrew was special and worthy even at his darkest times. Somehow, Ashley was part of him that was born later, as halves of the same broken piece that everyone else couldn’t understand. So, no, he never asked for it to be like this although this feels like a natural progression, even when Andrew won’t allow himself to taste the pleasure from Ashley’s lips.

And, at least for now, he can deal with it. One can say that imagining your sister in your girlfriend’s body isn’t healthy, but neither is killing someone during your childhood, so guess Andrew is past the point of no return.

Slowly he manhandles Julia so she’s now lying on her back below him. Her red lips are swollen and half parted, a hint of red painting her pale cheeks and she stares at him hypnotized, if it wasn’t for the color of her eyes, Andrew could think this is Ashley. He tries to anyway, the darkness of the room also helps.

“I will show you how much I’m paying attention to you,” He says but somehow the words are not for her, part of him wished they would reach a clingy girl back in his house.

He doesn't wait for Julia to reply, truth be told, Andrew doesn’t care about it. This wasn’t about her anymore. There’s an itch in the back of his mind somewhere he can’t scratch, a place so deep and dark inside him where all of his twisted feelings grow stronger without any shame, waiting patiently for the right chance to appear. Even though Andrew does his best to avoid giving it power, in times like this where his precious little sister can’t stop controlling his mind, this part of him seems like the only one to exist. That’s why he unbuttons Julia's shorts and slides the piece of clothing down her legs without much care, watching the image of the girl below him blend with the one he would like her to be.

Black lace panties come into view, making Andrew bite his lower lip, they’re just like Ashley’s. He still remembers the day he went to retrieve one of his shirts from the washing machine just to find his sister’s lingerie in the dirty clothes pile, such a delicious surprise! The shame that burned this memory was mingled with lust every time Andrew closed his eyes to remember how irresistible Ashley smelled, so different from the soap scent he could feel now while kissing Julia’s navel. She was too soft for him, all the wrong shapes and tastes.

When Andrew finally takes off her panties, he doesn’t wait another minute before giving her pink clit a hard rub with his thumb, getting a high-pitched noise from his girlfriend in return, a reminder to be gentle ㅡ Julia was a docile girl after all. So he goes slower, trying to reassess his imagination to think how Leyley liked to be touched, probably as hard as Andrew first did, her pussy would be swollen wet waiting for him to fuck her as hard as he pleases. Just the thought is enough to make his cock so hard inside his pants, that Andrew needs to use his free hand to palm himself through the fabric, the small friction doing just a little to help with his issue.

“A-Andrew!” Julia moans as he finally lowers himself to suck her clit, her voice ruining his fantasies once more. Andrew really wants to put a gag or something in her mouth. “So good-”

How would feel to lick his little sister’s pussy? Suck on her clit and lick his way up and down as she cries in pleasure, messing his face with her wetness as Andrew grips her tights hard, leaving red marks on the pale skin. He does so now, earning a whimper from Julia as he licks her ㅡ Lesley’s ㅡ arousal, the tip of his tongue flicking over her clit as Andrew teases her entrance with one of his fingers. She’s so ready for her big brother to fuck her, he can’t wait for the day he can finally fill Ashley with his cock.

So much for trying to be normal.

The girl squealed the second his finger enters her cunt, body hot against Andrew and so sensitive at the touch that he can’t help but feel so delighted that his little sister wants him so badly. She’s gripping his hair as if her life depended on it, bringing his face even closer to her pussy to make it easier to rub against him, a needy action that serves as an incentive for Andrew to place a second finger next to the first and start an accelerated rhythm of thrusts. The response is almost instant, his sister is trembling, voice echoing in the room as muffled pleas that Andrew is too busy blocking out to properly listen ㅡ it would break him apart to listen to someone else now, no, this is Ashely as it should be.

As he focuses on her clit, Andrew curls his fingers inside the girl, mind clouded with satisfaction when he hears her crying. Oh, Ashley looks so cute when she cries, her big eyes filled with small drops of tears and her cheeks red, she would be even cuter crying as he buries his cock deep inside her cunt; her legs wide open to make space for Andrew as he holds her firmly in place. He wants to break Ashley apart because that’s the kind of love they both shared since they were kids, the intensity of a love so strong that can destroy everything leaving only pieces behind. Andrew wants to make his sister cry so he can lick each one of her tears, then bite her flesh until he can taste her blood and feel on his lips the bond they share.

All the things Andrew doesn’t want to think about during the day come to light in full force when he fucks his girlfriend, a cheap replacement for the one that truly holds his affection. There’s a limit to how much he can pretend not to notice the true intentions behind Ashley’s actions; however, they’re both trapped between a thin line that once crossed will change everything and Andrew knows he can’t be the one doing so. He wouldn’t be able to live with himself if she’s not the one doing it first. Even though his mind is dirty with sin, if Ashley doesn’t want to take this seriously, he won’t either. 

Andrew is such a good big brother if you ask him. 

“I’m close, ah -” 

The warning makes Andrew press against the sweetest spot inside her pussy, fucking her faster as he stops licking her cunt to take a bite of her inner thigh, which might be a mistake but Ashley would love it ㅡ he’s sure of it. Her whimpers and loud moans go straight to his neglected dick, but Andrew couldn’t care less about his own pleasure for now, he wants to give his all to his sister and find delight in the way her body trembles so sensitive for his touches. There, with Ashley falling apart with every touch, as her pussy contracts with the force of his finger thrusts, Andrew feels victorious. She’s at his mercy, surrendered completely to him and his dark thoughts.

“Andrew, please, Andrew- ” His name is a like prayer that leaves her lips between sobs and moans, the girl is falling apart with only his fingers in her soaking cunt. Grabbing his hair tightly, she finally cums with a loud whine, body twisting in pleasure as Andrew fucks her through it.

When she finally calms down; however, he can’t help but proceed to lick her pussy clean as his fingers are still buried deep inside her. Somehow, this is not enough. Even though Andrew knows he should stop, Ashley’s pussy is addicting, he wants to make her orgasm more and taste her slick until it’s the only taste he can remember. 

“Too much…!” The exclamation is distant, a voice that Andrew doesn’t care too much to listen to because he knows Leyley would love to see how eager he is to keep fucking her. “Andrew!”

This time, the girl says his name as she pushes his head away from her, forcing him to remove his fingers as well to stare at Julia. The illusion is broken into a million pieces, the darkness of the room is not enough to make Andrew pretend this is the right person when she looks so wrecked, but at the same time, so fragile and soft. Her face is red and somehow along the way she lifted her blouse to play with her breasts, and even though she looks peaceful post-orgasm, there’s a hint of insecurity in her eyes that is throwing him off.

Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, Andrew sits on his heels and gives Julia an apologetic smile. “Sorry, too much?”

“That’s what I said three times, but you didn’t listen!”

Shit, three times? He only remembers once and even that one he didn’t listen properly, Andrew needs to start to be more careful, this is a dangerous game to play. 

“I’m sorry, I just like you so much,” He replies knowing it’s the right answer, even when it’s not the truth.

It’s enough to make Julia smile as she sits looking around for her panties, her face turning around as her messy ponytail flows around. When she finds it, the girl stops for a moment holding the piece of clothing in her hands to stare back at Andrew. 

“Hm.. How about you?” 

He takes a deep breath. Honestly, Andrew is hard as fuck, but he doesn’t want to fuck Julia or anything like that anymore, the spell ended the moment she begged for him to stop and he won’t be able to see his daydream anymore, so what’s the point? He can’t say this to Julia; however, that’s why he forces a smile and prays for it to look gentle.

“I’m fine, this was my apology for being distracted,” It’s his reply as he jumps out of the bed, one of his hands scratching the back of his head. “I should get going now, though.”

“But… It’s still so early,”

It’s not. It’s probably almost seven now, Andrew already spent too much time away from Ashley. 

“I promised my mom I wouldn’t be too late today,” Just another lie in the pile that was already overflowing with them, not that it would make any difference. 

Julia stares at him for a second, eyes searching for something in his face in a way that makes Andrew uncomfortable. Whatever it is she’s looking for, she doesn’t seem to find it. “Did you promise your mom… or Ashley ?” 

She says his sister’s name as if it is poison corroding her insides, as if the the mere word would be enough to burn her tongue and kill her. Well, Julia might not be totally wrong about that. 

“Same thing.”

Before she can complain and restart the fight, Andrew kisses her forehead, quickly puts on his shoes, and walks away. 

The way back to his family’s apartment is not long and it passes as a blur, the aftermath of what Andrew did while fucking his girlfriend finally sinking in and pushing him to the brink of an abyss. He can’t help the anxiety wave that comes every time, even if everything was just an illusion, the guilt still runs through his veins with the sin of his desires, sometimes Andrew is almost sure it’s just a matter of time until he finally breaks and gives in. Dirtying Ashley with his insatiable lust.

Andrew isn’t sure if he wants to delay or pray this day comes faster.

When he arrives at home, everything is silent. There’s no trace of his parents anywhere and, after a quick check, Andrew found Ashley lying in her bed, back facing the door as the room is in complete darkness. The view makes his heart hurt, especially knowing he’s the reason she’s probably feeling down now, a necessary evil to ensure Andrew won’t fuck up and touch the only one he can’t.

Without saying a word, he enters the room and joins his sister on her bed, his presence makes her just a little surprised by the way her body reacts and slowly relaxes against him. The perfect excuse for Andrew to cuddle her ㅡ praying to heavens he wouldn’t get hard and make things awkward ㅡ, smelling her familiar scent as he embraced his sister. Her body is warm and soft, she fits perfectly against him and the thought is enough to make him smile.

“Hey, Leyley, I’m back.” 

He whispers the words in Ashley’s ears, feeling her shivering as she turns around to face him.

“Are you done fooling around with that bitch?” She asks eyes as piercing as knives, her jealousy makes her so much more endearing, Andrew can’t even get mad about the way she’s referring to his girlfriend.

But he knows he was supposed to, so he does what Andrew does best: he pretends.

“Don’t say that,” He reprimands her, squeezing her nose hard as Ashley pushes him away. When he stops, his sister is pouting. It’s impossible to get mad at someone this pretty. “I came back the exact time you asked me to, didn’t I?”

Ashley smiles proudly, eyes shining with mischief as she snuggles against him. “I guess,”

“So stop complaining, let’s watch something together, you can go ahead and choose whatever you like.”

The words are enough to put Ashley in a good mood, she jumps out of bed and Andrew pretends he didn’t notice the way her shorts mark her tights or how her breasts jiggle as she does so, choosing to keep the memory in an old chest inside his mind for later when Andrew is alone and horny. For now, he will smile and make sure to be normal.

And if he uses his sister’s image to pleasure himself, that’s no one else’s business except his own.

Smiling to himself, Andrew gets up to meet Ashley in the living room.